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The Cat 
CLIFF folded his arms and watched the two men kneeling before the black mouth of the culvert. He himself 
stood several feet back holding their lantern. Always the 
onlooker. He dropped his arms to his sides; the lowered 
lantern changed the shadows, and one of the men, the one 
in uniform, looked around him. Cliff's skin tingled under 
the gaze—he felt he should say something, not just stand. 
"How long's the cat been in there?" His voice seemed 
out of place in the night, like a loud voice in a library. A 
car swished by on the road above, its tires sucking at the 
blacktop. 
Both men sat down on the ground, one on either side 
of the culvert mouth. The one in uniform was looking at 
Cliff. Cliff felt nervous and alien. What was the man think-
ing about him—big nose, skinny, built like a toothpick? 
Someone had once teased Cliff—nearly everyone did—and 
told him he looked like the Before part of a Charles Atlas 
ad; Cliff had smiled over the hurt, it still hurt. This man's 
look hurt a little because the same thought might be there; 
it probably was. 
The man lowered his eyes. He picked up a pebble and 
tossed it from hand to hand. "We don't know for sure; 
some kids said they heard it wailing about six o'clock." He 
twisted around, looking at his watch until he caught the 
lantern light. "That's about three hours ago. Twenty to 
nine," he added as his partner looked at him. 
The man in the suit snorted. "Bet my dinner's pretty 
damn cold by now." Both men laughed. Cliff laughed a 
little but didn't feel included. 
"Well, how we gonna get him out?" 
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"Damned if I know. This thing," the man in the suit 
indicated the culvert, "is damn near a quarter of a mile 
long, and the other end is half-way under the river." He 
rubbed his hair. "Damned if I know." 
Cliff stood on the outside. He considered the culvert 
opening, and within his head the light of an idea grew. He 
held his breath for a moment, started to say it, then hesi-
tated. He stepped forward and the words rushed over his 
tongue. "I'll get him." 
Both men looked up at him—he felt the blush rise hot 
in his face and was glad for the darkness. 
"How?" the uniformed man asked simply. 
"Crawl in." He was nervous. Refusal seemed imminent. 
He didn't want this chance to be taken from him. 
The men regarded him with interest. "You might," the 
man in the suit said thoughtfully. He weighed the point. 
"You'd get pretty dirty." 
The small man took another step forward. "What the 
hell." It would be taken away—talk fast. "I got my work 
clothes on, the dirt won't matter." 
"Well." The man shrugged and turned to the one in 
uniform. "What do you think?" 
"If he's willing I am. I don't want to spend the night in 
this damned ditch." 
"Well, okay." Relief warmed Cliff—it hadn't been taken 
away. Excitement made his hands shake. The man in the 
suit continued. "When you reach him be careful." It was 
all decided then. "He's probably scared and might scratch 
or bite. Better talk to him before you pick him up, try to 
calm him down." 
Cliff tugged something from his hip pocket. "I got my 
gloves." He exhibited them proudly. 
"Good, put them on. Oh, I'm Stott," the man in the 
suit said and extended his hand. "This is Harris." He moved 
his other hand toward the man in uniform. 
"Cliff, Cliff Arno." The small man shook the extended 
hand hurriedly. 
The man identified as Harris was kneeling before the 
tunnel. He looked over his shoulder at Cliff. "How are 
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you?" he said politely. T u r n i n g back to the culvert he ex-
perimentally stuck his head in and pushed his shoulders 
against the extended metal. For nearly the first time in his 
life Cliff felt pride in his small size. 
Stott tapped Harris on the shoulder. "You got the flash-
light?" T h e uniformed man slapped his pockets. "No, damn 
it, I forgot it." 
Cliff stepped u p to the round black hole and lowered 
himself to his knees. " I t don' t make no difference," he said, 
"I can't get lost." 
T h e two men laughed. "That 's for sure," Harris snorted. 
Cliff felt warm friendship for the men. 
"Well." T h e small man ducked his head and squirmed 
into the tube. T h e soft blackness surrounded him and the 
breath sighed inside his head. T h e noise of his feet on the 
rippled metal was loud and bodiless; rivets tugged at his 
belt as he wriggled forward. 
An uneasiness grew from within him and tingled his 
skin; it grew, hot within his stomach. T h e wide belt of ter-
ror tightened on his chest, constricting his lungs, and the 
breath was forced out—the air was too thin; all he could 
breathe was darkness and it was soft and warm but too 
liquid. His mouth gaped and his breathing came in short, 
quick, ineffective sobs. He wanted to stand up and feel his 
chest swell and feel the lightness of deep breathing in his 
head, but he was under a mattress and he couldn't breathe 
. . . he flailed with his arms b u t . . . his brother was doing it 
. . . his brother was on top and he couldn't push it off and 
he screamed with all of his might but no sound came and 
the mattress kept pushing down on his face and no air . . . 
no air . . . oh, God. . . and then the mattress was off and he 
lay panting on the floor hearing his mother scream at his 
brother that he might have killed Cliff. . .Cliff lay on his 
stomach on the cold, bumpy metal and sobbed. He wanted 
to yell, to twist around and crawl toward the open end and 
scream. If only he could stand up and fill his lungs with 
fresh, cool air. 
T h e cat—the thought flashed into his mind and he 
stopped breathing and lay still, thinking about the cat. If 
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he got it out his name might be in the papers and—maybe 
he wouldn't be so little for a while. He smiled—his eyes 
were wide open and in the folds of darkness he forgot where 
he was and imagined himself big and respected. His muscles 
jerked and he was back in the culvert, the silence buzzing 
in his ears. His terror was soft now, a fuzzy ball lying in his 
stomach. He raised his head. Slowly he brought his hands 
back and braced himself, then pushed forward with his feet 
and moved forward. The noise was so strange in here—like 
a ghost would make. His brother used to tell him about 
ghosts and halfway scared him to death. He wished for a 
flashlight. 
The smell of water came to him and he could feel cool, 
fresh air on his face. He was puzzled, he must have crept 
clear through already—a quarter of a mile? It seemed im-
possible, but there was the water; the moonlight glinted off 
the water and threw a yellow light softly into the culvert. 
But where was the cat? Fear rose in his throat, no cat. Wildly 
he looked at the darkness behind him—no cat, those kids 
were wrong. There wasn't any cat. A pressure started behind 
his eyes—he could feel the big, hot tears in his eyes and cool 
on his cheeks. A rough wedge hurt his throat and then he 
closed his eyes to the yellow light and deep sobs shook his 
small body, throbbing in his chest and jerking up through 
his throat. Cheated again as always—cheated in size and 
looks and smartness—and now, no cat. 
Russell Wilson, Ag. Sr. 
A Solution 
OUR STUDENT LEADERS have been galled at the fact that many students are completely indifferent to the 
activities on campus. This year they launched an ambitious 
new program to brain-wash the incoming freshmen and to 
indoctrinate them into "The System". And now, God save 
us, we also have a new institution designed to inform the 
